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Author's Notes: 

**WARNING** 

The story you're about to read will include a couple of rather inusual traits,ssuch as male/shemale couples, 
feedism and (not so uncommon) multiple sexual activities (oral, anal, threesomes+), verbal and physical abuse. 
If you do not indulge or feel comfortable with any of the above, | suggest you to read a different story. 
After all that being said, enjoy. 


August 26th 185. 

It's another sunny morning in the usual California life. Slothful teenagers slamming their displeasing alarms, 
obnoxious parents hurrying their youngsters, while others kiss and wave them a farewell from their 
frontdoors. 

"Remember to check both sides of the street before crossing, honey!" Kirk's mother, Teofila, waved a good- 
bye to Kirk as she slightly chuckled to the sight of her young, geeky daughter rolling her eyes in a slightly 
irritated way. 

"I know that, mom. I'm not a little kid anymore!" Kirk laughed, adjusting her big round glasses as she approached 


the sidewalk. 


"You still are, my little Hammy! Take care" Teofila laughed back before gently shutting the frontdoor. 

"Pfft I'm IT already" Kirk sighed, looking down to her neatly shined shoes,continuing the path to the nearest bus 
stop. Going back to school was the foremost accurate definition of *distress* for a Senior. It meant consuming 
loads of homework, dealing with bad-tempered teachers, and the worst of all, dealing with greatly 
*exasperating* classmates. One of the above was an absolute living hell for Kirk. Although she managed to 
make friends *even* with the most obnoxious teachers, and indulged in eating up the abundant mass of 
homework which eventually led her to become the #1 student of her entire class schedule, the *only* 
problem Kirk had to deal with was.. 

"Donut panties?! That's a new one, beached whale" Conrad smirked, pulling at Kirk's tight panties from behind as 
he got on the bus after her. 

"H-huh?" Kirk's eyes widened, pulling both sides of her rather short skirt to try to cover her vulnerability. 
‘Isn't that a *little* too small for your cow ass, Kirky?" Conrad slapped Kirk's buttcheeks mockingly as he 
broke into laughter, staring directly into her big glass eyes, threatening to shatter into a million pieces in any 
moment. 

"S-so what? It's none of your business!" Kirk shouted back in frustration, immediately turning her head to the 
side attempting to hide the little pout her lips threatened to make in such distressing situations. She gulped as 
she walked away, biting her lip harshly in a failed attempt to ease the ache building deep inside her chest, doing 
her best to ignore the pervasive laughter behind her. 

"Fuck." She muttered, trying to comfort herself on the very last, rock hard back sit. 

"Bet she'll blend those panties back home" Conrad licked his lips in anticipation, snickering at the sight of Kirk's 
furrowed eyebrows, forcing her to look down at her beefy thighs. 

Kirk felt her lips quiver for a moment before taking a deep breath, soothing her thighs tenderly with her soft 
palms. 

‘Its alright.. Just one last year, Hammett" She softly reassured to herself. 

Kirk seemed to inherit that overly delicate side from her mother. The sensation of warm tears rolling down 
her cheeks wasn't new to Kirk. She would often play it off excusing herself of allergies while spending time with 
her little group of friends, but in reality, Kirk felt like a vulnerable sheep playing between the wolve's fangs. 


